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On one occasion a column of troops,
under Gen. Foster, moved out from New
Berme, and up and across the country,
for the purpose of burning some gunboats
building for the Confederates, at Hamil-
ton, on the Roanoke River. Slaves flocked
10 follow the column. Day by day their
numbers zrew, swelling to hundreds, wo-i
men with infants in their arms, and little
children, bare-footed and secantily clad,
tramping after them. They looked on
the Union soldiers as their saviors, and
freedom seemed to dawn  just before
them. It was hard to drive these poor
ereatures back into slavery again, and for-
bid their following the army, of which
they asked nothing more than guidance
1o the Union lines; but it had to be done.

The enemy were already in our rear.
They supposed we were going back by
the way we came, and they had effectual-
Iy cut off our retreat by that route. Gen,
Foster had, however, ordered n suficient
number of transports te sail ronnd from
New Berne and meet him above Plymouth
to carry his army back by waler, and at
the elose of the day we hurried across

+ the eountry to board these transports and

put out into Albemarle Sound under
cover of the might. There was barely
trapsport room for the soldiers, The

glaves could not be taken on board the
trausports.  Their faces were sad and
their Learts were heavier than helore as
we reluctantly tormed from them, leaving
“them not only in slavery when freedoin
geemed just within their grasp, but to
probable punishment and suffering be-
cause of their attempt at escape,

PRESIDENT LINCOLN'S PROCLAMATION.

That raid was in the Antumn of 1SGZ.
President Lincoln had issued his procla-
mation under date of Sept. 22, declar-
ing that all slaves should be emanci-
pated on Jan. 1, 1863, in every Siate
where armed rebellion still existed. We
were interested to learn how this news
affected the slaves and their masters.

While we rested at Hamilton, as the
gunboats on the stocks were burning, we
chatted with the slaves who stood nbout
watching proceedings. An intelligent slave,
who was assistant foreman of the sbip-
yard, was a good specimen of the shrewd,
reticent, observing negro. Evidently bhis
family lived in the neighborhood, and all
his worldly interests centered there. He
was not going to say or do anything,
while we were present, which could lbe
reported to his injury when we lad gone,
hence he was eautious and non-committal
in answering our guestions. i

“Uncle, have you heard about President
Lincoln’s proclamation ¥

“I'se lLeard suthin".”

“What have you heard?”’

“Some says oue thin', and some says
another.”

“Well, what do they say?" -

“Some say, Massa Linkum says _fus' o
Janewny all- de slaves go free. T'others
say tain't so, der’s’ not’in’ in it.”

“But what do you think, Uncle?”

“Chile,” said the old man, looking his
questioner straight in the eye, 1 don't
tink notin’. I jus’ stan's a-waitin’, an’
keeps a-hopin'.” :

And that told the whole story for him,
and for many another in those days.

Gov. Andrew, of Massachusetts, gave
me an illustration of this shrewdness of
the negro in avoiding the compromising
of himself when he was seeking inform.a-
tion on a point of intensest personal ia-
terest. A friend of the Governor froma
Boston was at a hotel iz Charlestown,
W. Va., during the hurried trial of John
Brown, in 1859. Tu the early morning,
before he had arisen, a slave came into
his room, according to Southern cusiom,
to kindle a fire for him to dress by. The
excitement concerning John Brown was
then at its hight. Knowing that the
guest was from the North, the negro
wanted to get his opinion of the case; yet
he was not sure that it would be safe to
disclose his own views. )

“Massa!” he said, “yer hear "bont dis
man John Brown, dey’s tryin® hyar?"

. *Oh, yes! I've heard about him.”
“What dey goin’ to do wid him?"”
“Oh! they'll econviet him."”

“Convict "im! What den?”

“PThey’]l hang him—sure as fate.,”

There was yet po sign of the Northern-
er's sympathies, The negro wailed a
minute, and then asked cantiounsly:

“Wounld'nt dat be a little abrup,’
massa¥"

BEEEKING FOR KNOWLEDGE.

Those who were within our lines in
nominnl freedom seemed impressed with
the idea that, becanse learning to read had
been forbidden them while in slavery,
reading was somelbow a means of power,
which they must strive to aeguire in
order to fit themselves for their new
sphere of being and acting, in competition
with the white race. It was surprising
how auxions they were to know how to
read, and how zealons and earnest they
were in endeavors to learn,

While we were in camp on St. Helena
Island, opposite Port Rosal, South Carp-
lina, there were 20 or 30 of these freed
slaves who were personal servants of
our regimental officers, field, staff, and
line. In some way they had obtained two
spelling-books, or small readers, and these
were in constant use among them, Not
only in the intervals of active work doring
the day, but all through the night, some
of these boys were poring over those
books. Having got a start in their reading
from some of the officers or privates, the
more favored ones were alwoys ready to
help the thers by their kaowledge. They
seemed to arrange among themselves so
that all should bave a share in the valued
helps to learning at some time in each
24 hours,

As I lay in my tent at pight, and waked
from time to time, I would hear low ne-
gro voices, back of the tent, repenting
words as from an elementary school read-
er—>*The Len is in the yard, The dog
barks at the hen.” *“Puss sits by the |
fire, She iz warm." *“This boy is|
James. He drives a loop.” “Now is|
the best thme to do well;" and so o
Hearing these sounds night after night, 1
was led to go out and Jook up their
meaning. 1 found that back of the field
and stafl tents there was built a blazing
fire of pine branches, under the moss-
hung live ocaks, before which some of
these Loys were poring over their treasur-
ed books, learning their lesson for the
night. The fickering light in the deep
slindows gave a weird look to the strange
s#cene, but it was a vivid reality. And
this, I found, was contioned all through
the night, week after week, It evidenced
and illustrated the earnestness nmong the
freed slave boys in their determination
to learn how to rend, in order to fill their
epbere in freedom.

ECHOOL ¥OI FREED BLAVES, *

Those who were too old, when they were
freed, ‘to learn to read, or to gain the
advautages of an education, were all the
more desirous that theic children should
mttnin the prize of knowledge which they
Lind missed. This secured a full attend-
ance at all the many echools for freed
slaves, started along the coast within our
lines by the various missionary associn-
tions and freedmen's ais societies at the
North that undertook this work. The
first school of this sort that 1 saw in
operation was on St. Helena Island, in
March, 1863, although I later saw wmany
oihers,

With my friend and tent-mate, Adj't
Camp, I rode the length of the long island
to opposite Beaufort, on a pleasant Spring
day. The scenery of the island was typi-
cally Southern. There was a tropical
luxuriance of forest and folinge and all
vegetation. Live-oaks of massive growth,
from which the long groy moss swung
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itself with deep-green leaves and berries
like glistening pearls, were ns the ribbed
arches of aa immense eathedral. Mam-
moth magnolins, just bursting into bloom,
were to be seen on every side. The bay-
tree in its freshness and symmetry, the
feathery cypress in its graceful delicacy,
the flowering dogwood, the wild hawthorn,
and the towering Spanish bayonet with
its sword-shuped leaves and its snow-
white blossoms crowning the long stem
that looked like Aaron's rod that budded,
stood here and there along our wooded
way. Covering over, in places, the rich-
green masses  of abounding shrubbery,
were the golden flowers of the fragrant
vellow jassamine vines, while among the

folinge the wild honevsuckle in its crim-

son beauty, the scarlet yapon-berries, audi

every name, and which brings hope and
comfort to those in every condition.

The religious nature of the negro showed
itself in his songs of work and of wor-
ship, in his prayers, and in his exhorta-
tions and responses in sacred assemblings.
Because of his Oriental origin he was
necessarily emotional and mercurcial; and
because of his peculiar training in slavery
he had his own ideas of morals as apart
from his religions spirit and thoughts.
Tauglht, by those who ought to know the
right, that he was a mere chattel and
not a responsible personality, and trained
to the necessity of concealing his real
hopes and desires from those who had
more power over him than sympathy with
him, it was not strange that he lad con-
fused ideag as to the limits of truth and
honesty. Brought up to look at marriage
as a convenience for the increase of his
master’s property possessions, he could
hardly compreliend the highest teachings
as to chastity and a pure and permanent
fomily life.

A NEGRO SERMON.

Yet it was not true, as was often as-
serted, that the megro slave wholly di-
vorced morals from religion, conduct from
character, works from faith. I saw this
in the first negro sermon which I heard
at New Berne, The preacher was a well-
known itinerant negro evangelist, who had
come on his round to visit that city. He

the purple clusters of the wild plum,
peered out, and birds of bright plumage
and sweet song, flitted from branch to
branch, giving life and wvariety to the
gorgeous scene,

In the open space leyond the first
stretch of woods there was nn immense
sen-island  cotton-field, where blnck men
and women by the score were at work,
under Government superintendents, in the
bope of a Summer's crop. Yet nearer the
shore, stately palmetto "and palm trees
slood out sgainst the horizon, and the
prickly-pear jealously guarded its tempting
fruit by its nettle covering and its thorny
encircling leaves. Plantation fences with
gates divided the different fields. The old-
time planter’s mansion was there, and
the negro cabins were back of it. There
was a pretty Episcopal church with a
painted clock-face in its gable end, and
about it was a graveyard with stones
marking the resting place of successive
generations in an order of things now
passing away.

At last we reached a little Baptist
chureh, where we found a negro-school
of between 100 and 200 “contrabands,” ns
they were called in that day, under the
care of enltivated and devoted New
England women teachers. We were sur-
prised and delighted at the brightness and
proficiency of these children, as shown
in their various recitations. The chil-
dren themselves were the blackest of
Africans, with no intermixture of white
blood. At the close of the session they
sang together, and their singing was a
Ltreat.

First they sang n hymn written express-
Iy for them, for the Cliristmas before, by
John G. Whittier, ineluding the verses:

“Oh, none in all the world before
Were ever glad as we!

We're frge on Carolina's sliore,
We're all at home, and free.

“We lear no more the driver's horn,
No more the whip we fear,

This holy day that saw Thee born
Was never half so dear.

“Come onee again, O bless 1 Lord!
Come walking on the sea!

And let the main-lands hear the word
That sets the islands free.”

Then they sang some of their native
words in their own way, and that sing-
ing seemed to suit better their tastes
and feelings:

“Dreath is a little man,
Good Lord, remember me!

“And he goes from door to door,
Good Lord, remember me!

“I prays de Lord, when de year rolls round
Good Lurd, remember me!

“Oh! I wants to die like Jesus died,
Good Lord, rememlier me! A

“To die and be laid in the grave,
Good Lord, remember me!"

And so the lines went on, describing the
resurrection and the ascension, and being
repeated indefinitely. Accompanying the
singing the little singers beat time with
their feet and clupped their bands, wenv-
ing their bodies back and forward, until
they were aroused to a ligh state of ex-
citement. This they would keep up, at
times, by the hour, we were told. Tudeed,
there seemed to be no end to the sing-
ing, except in physical exhaustion,
TOUCHING PATHOS OF TUE SLAVE BOXG.

While the young negroes ecounld learn to
read more ensily than tlie older ones, they
conld not sing with the toncling pathos
of those who had suffered long in slavery
with no clear hope of freedom. It was
while crossing the salt-water ferry from
Ladies' Island, just above 8t. Helena, to
Beaufort, on this oceasion, that I first
heard this genuine slave-singing, It was
a ferry-boat, propelled by Lalf a dozen
stalwart negroes, As they rowed, they
sang. The bow oarsman sang the words,
and all joined in the cliorus. The strain
was plaintive, subdued, pathetic, such as
could have come only from an oppressed,
down-trodden, suffering people, disconso-
late as to this life, and with hLope only
above and beyond. The words were few
and simple, but they breathed a loving,
longing, trustful spirit:

“My Jesus made the blind to see,
Vo man can hinder me.

“My Jesus made the dumb to s
No man can hinder me. B

“My Jesus made the lame to walk,
No man can Linder me.”

Thus they sang on of the work of Jesus,
and as they sang they would, at regular
intervals, strike one another’s oars as if
to mark time and secure harmony. The
to , tender allnsion to “my Jesus"”
as if plaint of an innermost crushed
soul, was inexpressibly pathetic. It beg-

toward the nd, and
o8 of which the p‘i.nsiﬂem Showed

“IIE HOLLER ME T' STOP; BUT I JUS' KEEP DAT mWAM.” -
said he would, by urgent request, “preach

a funeral” that morning. Then I learned
that where the slaves could not have the
services of a preacher regularly, they
were glad to have now and_ then a
sermon preached as if in memory of those
who bad died since the last occasion of
the sort. This they ealled “preaching a
funeral,” and it was such a discourse to
which I listened at that time.

It was evident that the preacher eould
not read the Bible, and that Le lad mis-
understood some of its words by the
gound; but he had manifestly imbibed the
spirit of its teachings in spite of all his
disadvantages. He announced his text
for the moming, as in the “f[ifth verse of
Mark:” “Low I come.”

“Hear dat, bred'ren! ‘Low I come;' not
‘high 1 come.” De Lord Jesus comes to
de poor and de lowly. Dat's a comfort.”
This was bad exegesis, but it was good
gospel; and 80 in other parts of his dis-
course,

It treated of life, death, and the here-
after, and of Jesus as sufticient for help,
hope, and salvation, in all. Practical and
timely truths were put in homely and
foreeful phrases, so that all conld compre-
Lend them. Althoogh intended as a ser-
mon of comfort to mourners, and of clieer
to the oppressed, it made no saggestion
that mere suffering in this life secured
happiness and glory in the next. Jesus
bad taken to himself every follower of his,
“brudder or sister, as de case might be,”
who had showed loving trust in him by
doing as he commanded. And so it would
be with all who were still here. Their
future would surely conform to the service
of their well-used present,

“De Lord will put yer in jus' de place
yer be done fit for,” e said. “He wants
to give yer a good place, an’ he will if
yer done fit for it. Yer konow how 't is
yerself, Bome ob yer muake shoes, When
yer gits n piece o' leather, yer wants to
use it all if yer ean. Yer looks it ober,
Yer say, ‘Dat’ll as for de quarters. Dat'll
do for de vamps. Dat’'ll do for de fillin',
When yer 'zamine it ober, and pick out
what yer can use, den yer say ob de
rest, ‘Dar nin't no more zood dere; dat
goes to de trash pile,”

“Bred'ren, de Lord'll look yer all ober,
and he'll put yer whar' yer b'long, If yer
Wong in & good place, he'll put yer dar,
But if yer ain't done it for no good place,
yer got to go to de trash pile. Yer hab,
shur!"”

That was as explicit as to the neod of
works as evidencing faiill as the teaching
of Bt. James or St. Paul. And sueh
preaching I heard many times repeated,
by negro preachers, in various places along
the const.

With lis imaginative and religions na-
ture as it was, and with his peenliar train-
ing and experiences in bondage as they
had been, necessitated to concenl his feel-
ingz nnd his knowledge, for Lis own safe-
ty, the negro freedman was inevitably “a
bundle of contradictions,” sure ta be mis-
understood by many. In one aspeet he
secmed the veriest coward, afraid of his
shadow; in another he seemed almost in-
different to danger, and at times truly
courageons, braving punishment or death
fearlessly, To some he seemed simple
and unsuspecting as a child: to others he
showed himself cauntions, suspicious,
shrewd; to yet others e appeared merely
stupid, devoid of intelligent purpose,
thought, or feeling. There was reason,
however, [ur all this, and the seeming in-
consistencies were uoL so great as they
seemed,

To the negro mind the unseen world was
more real than the seen. The negro feared
God reverently, and he was afraid of the
devil and Lis minions almost abjectly, In
his ignorance he knew no more about the
precise limits of the spiritual realm than
his more intelligent white fellows knew;
but he had a far more abiding sense thun
many, who ought to be better informed, of
the sure nearness to this life of the
spiritual spliere beyond it; and le was,
in consequence, more open, even though
superstitiously 8o, to every influence or
suggestion, actual or fancied, from the
uniweu ronllm about him.

n pecordance with the universal primi-
tive Lelief that to utter the name o[pn nl:év
ing in the spiritual world is to summon
that being to manifest Limself, the negroes
deemed it wicked to speak the name of
the devil, as such an utterance indicated
either a league with the devil or a desire
for him. My first negro army servant
#poke at one time of one of the excellent
Cn.l%nin: (t;i our l;;xi‘:;}ﬂln. saying:

in n's dredfu ¢
w5 l!hnplin.l')' wick'd man, Mis-

“Wicked man?” I replied. *“What
makes you think that, Dick?"

“l heer'd him, sah, say right out dat
anuder man acted like de debbil—I did,
" e scemed to £

@ to fiel that this was proof
that the fair-appearing, and uem?ngly
w , young officer was given
over to the arch-enemy of mankind, and I

gars description. It brought fears to
;nl. and made me God for &

of that Name which is above good Ca

tried in vain to convince him that. the
x ptain was not totally depraved,

.
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A bellef in “hants,” or “ghostses,” or
“spooks,” or “spiritdMiiseemed wuniversal
and positive among! *wontrabands.” It
was not thet they thought that there
might be such thing#iithey bad never a
doubt on the subjectyiiA lawyer friend
of mine attempted tmi-iug A Negro army
servant whom I well -kmew to the limits
of positive proof, wh#nnthis subject came
under discussion. 0 Jx

“Do you believe i’ ghosts, Henry?"

“B'lieve in "em, sali? What d’ye mean,
sah?" as if he couldsot understand such
an absurd and unmeanihg question.

“Do you believe that there are such
things?" ix 91

“B'lieve it, sali? I know thar be, sab,”
he replied, with a pilying smile at the
questioner’s skepticismu:

“Diid you ever sesm ghost yourself,
Henry " ALl g

“See ’em, sah? Yes, sah, many a
time.”

“When did youn see one last?”

“Las" night, sah.”

“How did you see it?”

“T jes' look out in the night, and see
‘em, sah.”

“What did they look like?"

“Can't tell yon, sab. Dey was ghostses."

“Did they look like dead men?"”

*No, sah; dey was ghostses.”

This negro was a simple-hearted trust-
ing believer in Jesus ns his personal friend
and Savior. He had no specinl fear of
ghosts, nor of any evil powers in the world
of spirits, for he rested on God's protec-
tion at all times. Yet he had no more
‘donbt as to the reality of ghosts than he
had as to the reality of dead men or liv-
ing men, or of God, or of the devil. The
fact that he could not describe or explain
their appearance was no more perplexing
to him than the inability of a *lineman"
on an eleetrie rond to deseribe or explain
eleetricity as a force in the universe. And
le wans so far a representative negro, in
slavery or out of it, ns I saw that race in
war time,

With this imaginative and superstitions
nature the negro showed surprising eredu-
lity ns to many a simple matter beyond
his sphere of actual sight or experience;
yet, again, he showed courage and charne-
ter. In our last yeéar of army service in
Virginia, my tent-mate and I had two
“contraband™ servants in common—the
one a stalwart young negro named Creed,
very black, very quiet, saying little, show-
ing little emotion, but very eflicient and
faithful as a body-servant; the other, an
older man, named Columbus, who had
been trained as a *“‘jockey"” on the race-
comrse, who took care of our horses.

Creed proved so valuable a body-servant
and was evidently so warmly attached to
us, that one day 1 suggested to him that
if we lived through the war he might go
North with ns and be our servant there.
At this he showed signs of shrinking ter-
ror which I could not account for, but I
saw plainly that he did not relish the
thought of being at the North, where hig
friends, the Tnion soldiers, eame from.
Therefore 1 questioned him on the snbject,

“Why don't you want to go North,
Creed?" T asked,

“'I"raid o' Yanks, sah.”

“Why are you afraid of Yanks?”

“Yanks up Norf kill colored men, sah;
hang 'em, burn 'em, cut ‘em up, sah."”

Such stories had been told him as a
slave, in order to mnke him fear the North
amnd Northerners, and he, with others,
supposed that there, mpst be some truth
as their basis. He Tmplicitly trusted the
Union soldiers as God-2eént deliverers, but
he was afraid of the pegro-hating Yankee
ghouls, whom he hml come to believe
abounded in the Nort)l. ” He did not for a
moment seem to associdte Union soldiers
with “Yanks.” T

0'd Columbus, a ‘mjﬂy-lmlmﬂ. limping
negra, was well ky PN as a jockey in
the vicinity of Richmgpd, and he fully
understood horses. |~ When he escaped
through the lines to Su¥ camp, the Rich-
mond Examiner repo¥fed that he had been
ill-treated and lan Sby us. As we
read to him this stofy, from a paper we
had secured at th fp')'cket lines, a sly
smile came over hi j as if he knew
more about the YanEe
masters; and he =
he would have his, ¥ife and son on our
side of the lines, “by & Iittle designin'.”

A BOLDIER'S SENSE OF DUTT.

In facing actual danger Creed showed
that he was no coward. He never shirked
or wavered under fire, One day, in the
Petersburg trenches, our regiment ocecu-
pied the extreme picket front. The ene-
my's lines were not more than a stone's
throw from ours at.that point. Sharp
firing was going on at noonday. We who
were in the trenches kept close under
cover just then. To show a head above
the works was sure to bring a shot from
the enemy. Creed eame in sight from the
camp at the rear, bringing our dinner.
As we saw Lim in a traverse beyond, we
called out to him not to mount the bank
ubove it, as Le would surely be fired at,
and we would wait for our dinner until jts
bringing was safer.

Undaunted, Crecd showed himself on
the crest of the Lill, a eonspicuons mark
for the sharp-shooters. Bullets flew about
him, and a spherical ease shot bowled past
him. With measured strides he kept on,
swinging his dinper-pail, as if he bhad no
consciousness of impending danger, until
the shower of bullets was pazsed, and he
had reached the trench where we sat un-
der cover.

“We called to yon to stop back out of
the fire, Creed,” we said.

“Might as well come on, sah, unless a
bullet stop me. 1’se bringin' yer dinnal,
snh. If I go down, sal, now's good time's
ever."

He haéd the soldier’s sense of duoty, and
he would not shrink. He was afraid to
face unrenl Yuankee ghouls, of whom hLe
had been told; he was not afraid to face
real sharpshooters, whom he could see, in
his path of duty. Was that man a eraven
cownrd ? or was he a brave soldier?

He was, indeed, so well known through-
out the regiment for his cournge and will-
ing helpfulness, that my tent-mate said
facetiously that the Chaplain was “known
by his ‘creed”” jn that regiment.

Old Columbus I noticed one evening in
the group gathered at our regimental
prayer-meeting. After the meeting I spoke
to him, and was pleased nt the hearty
way in which he expressed his trost in
Jesug .08 his Bavior. I asked him if he
::ml understood what 1 said in the meet-
ng.
“Oh, yes!"” he replied, “I know yer chat,
I carn’t read wor write, but 1 know yer
chat.”

I had been speaking of Joseph in the
lionse of Potiphar, in the Egyptian prison,
and in the palace of Fharuoly, protected
and ecared for everywlhere because he
trusted the Lord, a e Bord was with
him. It was evide at Columbus Lad
understood my “chaf.

“It’s jes' so whatVson tell "bout Joseph,
Yer carn't go nowhar whar Jesus carn't
fin' yer. Yer go down the bottom ob de
seq, an he fin' yedCGiofr. Te fin’ Jonalh
dar. He fin' Dan’l in de lions' den.
Wharebar yer is, dht'?, jus' de place for
Jesus to fin' yer, 7

Thus he went on’in%his childlike faith.
Altliough he could®hdt read nor write,
he evidently got mork'vomfort out of the
Bible truths Immm’fi"tmm others’ “chat”

1

than many have gaftiéd from their study
of books, 9

Wihen, finally, q,p!" tent-mate, Mnj.
Camp, was killed, .113 went North with
Lis body, Creed achjupanied me in spite
of imaginary dange! The North, as he
found it, was so e}:eut from what he
had imagindd, that it was like a revela-
tion to bim. My wife and daughters
showed an interest in him as a man, not
as a chattel, because of what they had
known of his fidelity to their loved one,
It was a new and unexpected experience
for him. After we were agnin in camp
 Josether, that home in the North was an-
otuer place to him., Hls_mind was full
anew. : ;

Creed came in, one cold Autumn day,
to pile wood on onr cabin fire.

“Misser Trum'le = (no longer ‘Misser
Chaplin;' but ‘Misser Trum'le’),” he said,
without lovking up, “when you gwine
write home "gen?" '

“I'm writing toddy,” Y said.

“Jus' gi' my 'spec’s to Missa Trum'le,
and to Miss Bofa, and to Miss May. Tell
em I wish I could see "em "gen. I dream
"bout 'em ebry t.”

“You dream :g:t them nights?” I said.

“Yes, sah, ebry night. I s’pose dar is'n
an hoor o' de d:,y (l"a‘t‘I 1 'is'n study’s "bout
‘em. 1 wish I could see "em 'gen.”

That was the longest speeck 1 had ever
heard from Creed, and it showed more of
his inner feelings. My answer was:

“Well, Creed, I hope we shall go back
there together by and by.” »

“Yes, sal,” he said, as he passed out of
the cabin, and I saw that he rvealized
that the dwellers at the North were not
all Yankee ghonls. This world was an-
other world to him. Heaven was not all
beyond. “The bundle of contradictions”
was being unraveled in his case,

MASTER AND SLAVE.

That many of the slaves were treated
kindly by their “owners,” and that they
were warmly attached to those who con-
trolled them, was a fact beyond question.
Many Sonthern masters were even more
considerate of the slaves than the North-
erners, in the army and ont of it. I had
occasion to know of some outrageous ill-
treatment of negroes, in their property
nud their persons, by riotons Union sol-
diers on St. Helena Island while I was
there; and, on the other hand, 1 knew ne-
groes in most of the States of the Atlan-
tie const who were considered tenderly
by their “owners,” and who in retnm
sincerely loved those who gave them this
treatment.

Yet the slaves as a clase were in sym-
pathy with the Union army in the progress
of the war, and were opposed to the efforts
of the Confederate army—not because
they loved Southerners less, or Northerners
more, but because they really believed that
God was working by means of the North-
ern army for the earrying out of his plans
for the freeing of an oppressed people
in his own good time and way. In this
great issme, ns they saw it, the negroes
were on God's side, even though they had
to work against masters to whom they
were attached, and to befriend Y'nion sol-
diers who were not personally kind or
fair toward them, It was with them not
a question ot ‘mere feeling, but one of posi-
tive duty,

This putting of religion as above mere
personal interests was more prominent
with the negro than was commonly under-
stood. It often showed itself in other
things hesides the gquestion of emancipa-
tion. I'or instance, in 8St. Augustine there
was a little negro girl about eight or 10

slavery, and was in the eare of North-
erners, where she was affectionately treut-
¢d and ministered to. But she had been
brought up a Roman Catholic, and was
now being trained as a Protestant. One
day when the “freedmen” about her were
rejoicing over the thought of emancipa-
tion, some one asked this ehild, without a
doubt as to what the answer would be:

“Rebecea, would you like to go back
into slavery again?"

“If I could have my own religion agnin,
I would,” was the unexpected reply.

Slavery with all its privations was to
that little negro but a small matter in
cowparison with the being deprived, as
now, of the privilege of worshiping God
a8 she thought le wounld have her wor-
ship. This may seem 1o some strange
and unrensonable, but it must be reeog-
nized as in accordance with the nature of
many a Southern negro; nor is it really to
be wondered at, with the strength of the
religious sentiment in human pature as
it is

It is® snid by many Southerners that
a great majority of the slaves were faith-
ful to their masters, working for them in
the army, or while they were ahsent
from home in the war; and it is known
that in many instances they helped to pro-
vide for their impoverished masters after
the war was over and they were free.
Yet it is unmistakably true that the slaves
were as a class always ready to befriend
a Union soldier in prison at great per-
sonal risk, or to concenl one who had
escaped, and to assist him to regain the
Union lines. These things may seem to
be inconsistent, but they were a not
unnatural part of the negro “bundle of
contradictions,” and they e¢an be under-
stood by one who studieg them in the light
of these leading facts and principles.

After IPresident Lincoln’s Proclamation
of Emancipation wns made known among
the slaves, they seemed to liave no doubt
of its sure renlization, cven though it was
yet but a deelaration on paper, and its
value was dependent on the issue of the
war. On Jan. 1, 1864, I was in St
Augustine. The “freedmen™ in that
quuint old town had a joyous celebration
of this first anniversary of the Proclama-
tion of Emancipation. The iden was
whally their own, and they had charge of
nll the details of the plan, including the
preparation of the entertainment, although
the wmilitary authorities gave them bLelp
as they requested it.

The blacks, old and young, were out in
full foree, and bedecked in all the finery
they conld command. They gathered on
tlie old Spanish plaza in the center of the
town, and had exercises appropriate to the
oceasion. Then they invited their white
guests, military and eivie, te a collation
spread in the upper room of the old Gov-
ernment Building, just west of the plaza.
It was astonishing what a generons dis-
play of fine eakes and confections those
pastry-cooks and other blacks had provid-
ed for the oceasion, and what delizht they
had in serviog it in their best style, out
of their overflowing joy and gratitude,

One old “Unele Tom,” white-haired,
smiling-faced, and tearful-eyed, after
passing from group to group of the merry
throng, with a fuller appreciation of the
import of the whole affair in contrast with
his past, and in earnest of the future of
his Jong-euslaved and now emancipated
people, said to me, out of the depths of
his brin 1 heart:

“1 jus’ tank de Tord I eber libed to
‘member dis day. DBress Jde Lord! Bress
de Lord!”

Like Simeon of old, weleoming the
coming of the Holy IRabe, he was

sire that God's promised Deliverer had
come “to proelnim liberty to the captives,
and the opening of the prison to them
that are bound; to proclalm the aeceptable
year of the Lord.” From that day to this
Lig trembling voice has gounded in my ears,
as if lie were gaying, in rejoicing over
fulfilled propheey:

“Now }fl‘[‘lﬁ.‘il thou thy servant depart, O

Jrd,
According to Thy word, in pence;
For mine eyes have seen Thy salvation.”

The Emancipation Proclumation bore
date of Jan. 1, 1803; it was “sealed amd
delivered” at Appomatiox Conrt House,
April 9, 1865. What had before been a
glud promise, then became an accom-
plished faet. Only those who witnessed
the scenes following that event can have
any apprecintion of the mighty outburst
of rejoicing that went up from a race of
4,000,000 of slaves enfranclised in a mo-
ment.

RETUNN FROM APPOMATTOX.

My regiment was in the victorions col-
umn of the Twenty-fourth Corps, that
turned back from the scene of Lee's sur-
render to find rest and quarters in evacn-
ated Richmond. At every point along
the ronte the negroes swarmed oot to wel-
come and honor the army which had
won them freedom. They shouted their
thanks to them: they called down bless-
ings on their heads; they threw them-
selves on the ground before them, as the
colamn passed along, hailing them as their
deliverers.  Yet, under and back of all this
ontburst of rejoicing and of welcome and
thanks to the Union soldiers, there was
manifest the feeling, on the part of the
enfrunchised race, that it was God’s work,
and that to him was the praise due.
They had long prayed, as they waited, for
this day, and at Inst it had come in re-
sponse to their prayers. Of this they had
no donbt.

As n comrade told me, at one point an
old negro mammy, waving her bony arms,
sliouted to the pussing soldiers, above the
welcoming cry of the younger blacks:

“Dun’ yer t'ink yer did it. De Lord
dun't all. He jes' use yer, dat's all.
Bress de Lord, ebery one o' yer."

And that it was God’s work, who can
doubt?

In Richmond for a time the negro
seemed supreme, and he evidently felt
that he wans. It could hardly be sup-
posed that a race just out of hondage
would be at once in a state of eguilibrium
and of entire self-restraint, saying and do-
ing just and only the right thing. But 1
am describing what I saw and heard,

withont attempting a defense of it. The
blacks on all sides were telling of their
Jjoy in their new-found liberty—which they
did mot always distinguish from unre-
strained licenge. . .
"1 wer’ jus’ so lappy w'en T know'd
it, dat I could’'n' do nuffin’ but jus' lay
down 'n laf," 'n laf, 'n Iaf,” said one. “I
conld jus® rofl np and Iaf. I declar’ 1 jus'
rpltls' happy's & man's got r'ligion 'n ‘s
soul.”

Another chimed in with, “Falks zay
man carn’ tote a bar'l four; but I ¢'d tote
a bar’l flour dat day, or a bar'l sugar.”

SBaid another, with evident apprecintion
of the privileges of a freedman, “I seed a
rebel gwine down de street dat mornin’
wid a big ham, and I jus" tuk dat ham,
and run’'d right down de street. He holler
me t' stop; but I jus’ keep dat ham.”

Many of the negroes wanted to tell of
the contrast between the old days and
these.

“We hab more liberty in 'n hour, when
yon Yankees come, dan 'n all our lives
'fore.”

Some of them wonld burst out with re-
citals of their sufferings as sluves.

“Iey part us all. Dey send off our
families. Dey send ns whar' dey please,
Dey han'enffl ns. Dey put us in jail,
Irey gib us lashes. Dey starb us. Dey
do eb'ryt'ing to us.”

The eolored Union soldiers, of the
Twenty-fifth Corps, who were with us in
Richmond, were moving about among their
relegsed bretliven, telling of their military
exploits, and they were, of course, lions
among the freedmen. Describing their ad-
vanee over the Confederate works scross
the New Market Road, as they were
the first to enter Richmond, on Monday
morning, April 3, one said:

“We wait for de daylight, "eaunse ob tar-
peeders, and den we hab rebel so’jers
show us de way. Whew! De tarpeeders
jus’ as thick as de wool on top o my
head.™

Of the reception of the ecolored troops
by their Richmond brethren, he added:

“De people jus’ t'ink all de worl’ ob we
Nordern so'jers. Dey jus' hang 'bout us,
and comperfent us. 1 seed some o' our
boys goin’ down der streets wid der Rich-
mon' Iadies on der arm. Oh, my! Yer'd
think'd "twas a extra!™

And it was.

Of course the freed slaves were nnahle

to comprehend at onee all that emancipa-
yenrs old, who had been brought out of |

tion brought of new obligntions to ser-
viee, nud of added responsibility of toil
for their own support. That Lad to come
gradually. They did, indeed, at the start,
enjoy making money by trade in the line
of the wants of the Union soldiers, or of
the needs of the community and their own
personal skill. The camps about Rich-
mond were soon beset with black women
and children offering sweets and “‘snacks"
of their own cookery. Small tables
were set along the streets and roads
with milk, and ice-cream, and lemon-
nde, and cakes, for sale, to tempt
the passing soldiers. And rmude signs
were scrawled over eabins and small
shops, as if in the hope of bringing in
extra pennies for service for old custo-
mers or new., The announcement, in one
case, of “lee-Cream and Children's Hair
Cut,” showed a commendable readiness to
cnt or cater for whoever wonld pay for it
Tliey were ready to provide for them-
selves, if they did wot have to work too
hard.

A friend of mine coming from the North
just then with enthusinstic ideas of the
negro’'s ability to grapple with every
duty of life, told me of his observation
among freedmen on the seacoast. He saw
n group of able-bodied black men who had
apparentty come down from the country
to enjoy their liberty. As he asked them
wlat they were doing for their own sup-
port, they said they were doing nothing.
When asked why not, they =aid there was
no one to employ them. Juast then a man
came up from a lumber schooner lyisg at
the dock near by, and wanted a number
of men to work at unloading the eargo,
Not one of those freedmen could be hired.

*I thought you wanted work,” said my
friend. "Now's your chauce to take hold.”

“0 mas=a! we wants work, but we don't
want no lab'rin work."”

Their idea of a desirable job was, as
yet, that which keeps many a white man
from doing what he ought to do for his
own support. But sooner or later the freed-
men learned that emancipation brought
the privilege and duty of doing “lab’rin’
work”™ in order to live.

During the early days of the econfused
“reconstruetion” period, side lights on
glavery and emancipation as related to
the whites were to be seen in Richmond
that are well worth remembering. My
oll commander, Gen. Alfred H. Terry,
was in c¢harge of the Department of Vir-
ginia, and his Chief of Staff in that posi-
tion was my long-time friend, Gen. Joseph
It. Hawley. As Richmond was still a
center of interest to Confederate leaders
generally, and was the prominent point of
the quondam Confederacy nentrest to the
National Capital, it was the scene of many
an interesting interview and discnssion be-
tween those who had faced each other
as epemies, but now met as friends. I
was frequently in the office at department
headquarters.

The United States Government had
promised transportation from Richmond
to all officers and men of the Confederate
army desiring to return to their homes.
One day, a gentleman in eivilian dress
came in and applied for snch transporta-
tion. When asked his name, he answered
modestly,

“J. E. Johnston."”

Gen. Hawler, hearing the name, started
up, and asked:

*Is this Gen. Joseph E. Johnston '

“That's what they called me,”" was the
reply.

At this-Gen. Hawley #aid that he was
sure that Gen. Terry would be glad to
meet Goen. Johnston personally; and the
three officers were soon together, talking
over war memories carnestly and in ex-
ceilent spirit.

On oune ovension, Gen. Heunry A. Wise,
Governor of Virginin, at the time of the
Jolin Brown raid, came into the office
to apply for the intervention of Gen. Terry
to repos<ess him of a building on his lands
in the eastern part of the State, In the
course of the conversation, it came out
that that building was now occupied as
n school for little negroes, taught by a
daunghter of old Jolm Brown, whom le had
hanged. The diselosure of this fact caused
a friend of Gen. Wise, who was pres-
cnt, to comment on the strange turn of
affairs by whiech, within six years from
the execation of Juhn Brown, the Gover-
nor who hanged him was imploring the
help of the United States Government to
drive one of John Hrowa's danghters out
of the Governor's house, where she was
teaching little negroes. To the surprise
of all, Gen. Wise responded earnestly:

“Jolm Brown! John Brown was
great man, sir. John Brown was
great man!i”

Henry A. Wise was man enough to real-
ize that God’s ways of working seem dif-
ferent when looked back upon in accom-
plished history, and when seen distorted-
Iy coming toward us through the mists
of personal prejudices and fears,

Gen. Hawley told me of having a long
personnl talk with Gov. Wise, at one
time, about that same John Brown. ‘““The
Governor spoke of Brown with great re-
spect. He snw him at the time of Brown's
capture, am! was much impressed. Among
other remarks of the Governor about
Brown were these: ‘IHe was a very re-
markable man. There he lay on the fioor
of the engine-house, leaning wpon one
elbow, smutty, dusty, and bloody, reason-
ing with me with great earnestiuess upon
the exceeding sinfulness of slavery, trying
to make fin Abolitionist of me! He for-
got that be was certainly about to be
hanged, and that I was the Chief Execu-
tive, in whose hands was his life. "

Harriet Beecher Stowe's graphic deline-
ation of slavery as it was, in the story
of “Unele Tom’s Cabin,” was at the time
of its writing much discussed and bitterly
denounced both North and South. But
when slavery had become the occasion of
a war which united all the North, that
story was dramatized and became popular
in the theaters of New York. The “stage.”
which never attempts to lead publie senti-
ment in an unpopular direction, can al-
ways he depended on to follow at a
paying distance behind the averange publie
sentiment in o guestion of morals; and so
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that story became familiar to many who

now wanted to believe the worst that ig
;;:,l:llt :t a representative institution of the

After the war many Southerners who
came North went to see that play of
“Uncle Tom's Cabin,” -although they had
never read the book. Two of my acquaint-
ances, the one from Missouri nnd the other
from South Carolina, went together, in
thls way, to see it performed in a popu-
lar New York theater. As they left the
theater at the close of the evening, as my,
Missouri friend informed me, the South
Carvlinian walked along for some time
withont saying a word, and then lacon-
ically expressed himself: ’

“Will, that's what licked us.”

And it was not strange that he thought
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The North, it mnst be rememhered, had
a full share of responsibility for slavery
with its evils at the South. The SRouth
Lhyn a full shiare of the blessings of eman-
cipation brought about by the ontpouring
of the best blood of both North and
South. President Rutherford B. Hayes,
when addressing his military companions,
on ane occasion, with reference to the
conflicts of our civil war, said that never
before in the history of the world did the
victors in a grent confliet gain as much
as was won in this instance—by the van-
quished: and this in addition to what was
gainedd by the victors. It is, therefore,
well for us to consider now these plain
truths about slavery as it was, and aboug
emancipation ns it came to pass:

“Lest we forget—lest we forget.™ -
(The End.)
S

Petersburg Express,

Calvin Shaffer, Major, 15th N. Y. II.
A., commanding Artillery Reserve, Army
of the Potomac, 437 Western Ave., Al-
bany, N. Y., writes: “I notice that others,
beside myself, who have had a voice in
the controversy reganding the ‘Petersburg
Express,” fail to credit the 13-inch mortar
as being that famous gun, As to the gun
and its caliber, the weight of evidence
seems to be againgt me. Nevertheless, I
purpose to maintain my opinion. Thera
were but three (not six) guns in Battery 5,
on Petersburg  Front; they were 20-
pounders (not 32 pounders); there were
two Rodmans and one Parrotr., Tho
‘Petershurg Express’ was a Rodman.
That is my recollection; possibly it may,
have been reversed—two Parrotts and vne
Rodman, and a Parrott may bave been de-
tailed on ‘Petersburg Express’ duty, bat [
think not. Certsinly there was no suel
gun known as a 52-pound Parrott or Rod-
man. They were known as 10, 20, 20, 100
and 200-ponnders. The ‘Petershurg Ex-
press” was n J0-pounder; diameter of bhore
was 4.20 inches; carried a charge of three
and one-fonrth pounds of powder, and
threw a shell of 20 pounds, to whieh shonld
be added the weight of the powder to ex-
plode it, viz., one pound, and there you
have it—30 pounds. To make it more, you
must step outside of the U, S, H. A, tac-
tics, prepared by a Doard of Otfficers, ap-
proved by the President, and adopted b;
the War Department, Oect. 20, 1862,
for the instruction of troops when acting
as heavy artillery. There were 32-pounder
guns, us there were 18-pounder, 24-
pounder, 42-pounder, Gi-pounder, and so
on, but they were the old pattern, cast-
iron guns. The 18 and 24-pounder guns
were known as siege and garrison guns.
Oe¢casionally a 32-pounder wou!d be put
on siege duty, but they were all back num-
bers for that work. The old 18, 24, 32,
42 and 4-pounders, 8, 9, 10 and 12-inch
Columbiads were relegated to sea-coast de-
fense. A little later there were nt least
two 15-inch guns mounted, one at Fortress
Monroe and one at Alexandria, Va.,
throwing a 430-pound projectile. with
charge of powder of 50 pounds, and range
of four and a half miles, a big thing in
thosze da;s. but a mere pigmy now, he
old 18, 24, 32 42 and 64-pounders were
known as the ‘James System.” There
was also the ‘Armstrong System,” 30-
pounders, throwing a 29-pound shot, and
the ‘United States Ordnance System.’
The Iatter gun had a bore-diameter of
four and a half inches, throwing a proiec-
tile of 33 pounds, known as ‘Dyer's
jectile,” stripping badly, and mighty un-
certain—daugerous to friend and foe alike.
Shenkle's projectile, which was of the
same weight, gave about 10 per cent. in-
creazed range. I think the foregoing will
about dispose of the 32-pounder Parrott
bnsiness. I would like to hear from some
of the old boys of the Ist Conn. H. A.
who served the guns in Battery 5. Speak
up, boys, was the ‘Petersburg Express’ a
Purrott, or was it a Rodman? Did Bat-
tery 5 consist of six guns or of three?
Were they all Parrotts, or were there two
Rodmans? There seems to be quite a dif-
ference of opinion, and while I do not
think I ean be mistaken, yet I realize that
over 38 years have passed since the
‘Petersburg Express’ was located at Bat-
tery O, and commenced the trapsaetion of
business with that beleaugered eity.
Whetlier a Parrott or a Rodman, it was
a 30-pounder, not 32.”

Rev. Leverett Bradley.

Epitor NATIONAL TrIBUNE: Rev.
Leverett Bradley, Sergeant, Co. B, 1st
Mass. H. A., died in Pliladelphia, Pa.,
Dee,, 31, 1902, aged 56 years. Comrade
Bradley was for several years aun assist-
ant in Boston of the late Phillip Brooks.
The funeral services were hell in Christ
Church, Andover, Mass., Jun. 3. Several
of the 1Ist Mass. H. A. were present.
Comrade Bradley had been so situated
that he could not attend many of the Regi-
mental Reunions, but as a soldier he was
at his post when needed.

I recall the sharp skirmish of March 31,
1864, when Gen. Byron R. Pierce, of
Michigan, commander of the Second Bri-
gade, Third Division, Second Corps, took
his old 5th Mich. and our Ist Heavy on
the advance line in front of Petersburg,
for the purpose of loeating the positions
of some of the enemy's batteries. The
two regiments were moved forward in
iine and engaged the enemy. One or
more rebel batteries opened upon us, but
we kept their infantry busy in our front
for an hour. As I lay upon the ground,
loading, 1 happened to cast my eyves to
the rear and noticed a Sergeant of the
regiment, covered, back of a stump. I re-
marked to Serg't DBradley, who was the
next man on my right, “Somebody onght
to stir that fellow up.” Bradley sprang
to hiz feet and went for him with the
bayonet. This may seem a slight thing to
mention, but when one stops to consider
that the buliets were whizxing, with an
oceasionsl shell bupsting, by way of va-
riety, it alters the caze. Although this
happened nearly 29 yvears ago, it has ever
remained fresh in my memory, and Serg't
Bradliy's deed has ever remnined promi-
nent in my mind when coupled with the
many incidents connected with this skirm-
ish. Serg’t Bradley was with the regiment
until its muster-out, in Aupg., 1865—S. B,
Dearponrxy, Co, L, 1st Mass, H. A,
Wakefield, Mass,

——,——

Strength of the Union Army During the Re=
bellion.

EpiTor NATIONAL TRIBUXNE:

Please

1 let me know how many soldiers were i

the Northern army from 1861 until the
close of the war and oblige your eom-
raile—I.. K. Hixox, Greenshurg, Pa.

(It will never be known how many in-
dividuals served in the Union army during
the war. The States received credit for
2,550,732 enlistments. This includes every-
bLody for whom allowance was made, for
those who enlisted three, foar, possibiy
five times, and served out their terms of
enlistment, The War Department makes
the statement thet, reduced to the uniform
three years' standard, the number was
2 320,272, but this must well be in execess -
of the number of individuals who served
by several hundred thousand.—Editor Na-
tionnl Tribune.)
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